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read rez Magazine online at http://rezmagazine.com 


¢ Celebrating Diversity Virtual Reality Style our 
intrepid reporter, Barbie Starr, visits the Second Pride celebration. 

e Vultures From Above Consuela Hypatia Caldwell returns 
with a powerful poem on the descent into tribal values. 

e Hunson Abadeer Jami Mills reviews a new, up and coming 
singer/songwriter and has sits down with him to pick his brain. 

¢ IPSUM Must Die - Fade to Grey Art Blue tells us about 
IPSUM and sheds more light on the Al aspects of our futures. 

e Daddy’s Almost Haircut Jullianna Juliesse pens a poem 
about what she might have done differently had she only known. 

e The Sky is Burning A haunting tale of the apocalypse, 
bringing home the banality of our own demise. 

e The Enchanted Villa Cat Boccaccio stretches out and tells 
the story of a wedding party stranded in a nightmare. 

¢ Tethered to the Vine One of our most cherished writers 
shares a poem about the slow strangulation of creeping vines. 


e Snortle written ona dare, RoseDrop Rust contributes a hilarious 


About the Cover: While checking 
out Second Pride, the annual celebration of 
diversity, Jami Mills captures a particularly 
exhuberant dancer, basking in the colors of 
diversity here in Second Life and showing 
the strength and vitality of this cool event. 


“T love the masochistic 
aspect of eating seething, 
real Sichuan food 1n 
Sichuan Province.” 


Anthony Bourdain 


contact: Meegan Danitz 
meegan.danitz@gmail.com 
facebook.com@AfterDarkSL 
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by Barbie Sta 


ecently, I had the opportunity to 

interview some awesome people 

and attend the Second Pride 
event in Second Life. Second Pride 
originally started as an impromptu 
event in 2004 and grew exponentially 
from there. But before I go into all the 
lovely details about what a great 
festival it was, let’s talk about some of 
the special history behind _ this 
important event. 


Before the internet even existed in 
theory, the world was doing protests, 
marches and advocacy in all of their 
towns, cities, and countries. As they 
did these events, they were oblivious to 
the future of technology and 
computers. As time progressed and the 
virtual world developed these ideals, 
adapting them to online venues and 
events that normally were more 
localized by geographical constraints 
opened up the ability to reach out 
globally. This allowed people to 
educate the masses on many levels. 
Second Pride embraced these ideas and 
now in their 15th year has been making 
very big impacts in helping aid the 
education of Diversity, as now the real 
world can look into the virtual world 
and celebrate diversity right from their 
own personal computer or laptop with 
friends around the world. 


It all started back in 1969, when the 
first types of parades and celebrations 
most likely started the ball rolling (and 


heads turning). On November 2, 1969, 
there was a parade in New York City 
in recognition of the Eastern regional 
conference on Homophile 
Organizations (ERCHO), which met in 
Philadelphia. This was officially the 
very first gay pride parade. It was held 
after the Stonewall riots in June 1969. 
This parade was the foundation that led 
to the next parade in 1970 on June 28th 
around noon in New York City. Gay 
activist groups held this pride parade 
on their own and called it Christopher 
Street Liberation Day. This was the 
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first parade to recall the events of 
Stonewall one year earlier. In 1965, the 
first organization of youths called 
Vanguard was created. It was 


considered to be the very first gay 
liberation organization in the United 
States. 


Over a period of four years, from 1965 
to 1969, several organizations erupted 
and lead us into the actual Stonewall 
riots. Eventually over the years, the 
terms for gays and lesbians eventually 
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transgenders. So now you see that the 
road to gay rights officially started in 
1969 and has come a long way over the 
last 50 years. There were many heroes 
involved in these protests: three of 
these prominent figures that sparked 
the Stonewall riots were Storme 
DeLarverie, who was believed to have 
struck a police officer that started the 
riots; Sylvia Ray Riveraby, who was 
an active patron of the Stonewall Inn 
and was present during the riots 
(Sylvia was the founding member of 
the Gay Liberation Front); and Daniel 


Gavin, one of the heroic homeless 
youths who fought in the Stonewall 
riots who also was involved in making 
a documentary film in 2010 about the 
Stonewall riots. In the 2000s, we were 
referred by the masses as the LBGT 
community. Over the years, many 
articles have been written about how 
that acronym grew over time from 


ansexuall 


ntersex 
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Transgender 
Bisexual 
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LBGT to LBGTQ, then LBGTQI, and 
now today we have LBGTQIAP! 
Wow, that’s a mouth full, but honestly, 
it’s needed. The factor here is 
diversity! The world needs to be proud 
and celebrate the diversity. For some 
readers reading this article that may not 
know all the meanings of these 
acronyms, let me help with this special 
chart made just for you. 


Now back to Second Pride. In 2008, 
the Second Pride individuals decided 
to register a domain name and make a 
website, and in 2009, the first year of 
the website, the theme was Stonewall 
40, which was the 40th anniversary of 
the Stonewall riots. Over the years, 
Second Pride has donated to 
organizations that support any types of 
issues concerning the rights and 
diversity of the community. Last year 
and the two prior years, they donated 
to an organization that helped youths in 
the LBGTQIAP community. This 
organization, The Trevor Project 
(https://www.thetrevorproject.org/), is 
dedicated to helping individuals with 
counseling on various topics of 
concern and especially for preventing 
suicides among young adults and teens. 
This year, they focused on another not 
for profit, the Rainbow Railroad 
(http://rainbowrailroad.com), an 
international organization that saves 
lives in many countries. They help 
people in the community find refuge 
and safety away from persecution and 


possibly death due to their lifestyle 
choices. This year’s Second Pride 
theme, Stonewall 50, is in memory of 
the Stonewall riots, and its 50th 


anniversary is being celebrated not | 


only online but all over the world. 


Even though Second Pride is unrelated 
to any real life events, it is looking at 
possibly venturing in that direction in 
the future. This year for Stonewall 50 


in New York City, they are having a | 


big parade and celebrating diversity in 
a big way with World Pride, which this 


year was named one of the biggest | 


celebrations of all time. The 
celebration was extended through the 
whole month of June, with 50+ events 
and 3+ million participants. At the 


very end on June 30th, the celebration 
ended with the famous NYC Pride 
March on Sunday June 30th. 


Second Pride has had an official 
running committee in Second Life 
since about 2007 and a running website 
since 2009. In the very beginning of 
the Second Pride organization, the 
original founders put together a team 
of 10 committee members. Over the 
years, that committee has been 


condensed to only five chairs which 
are reelected bi-annually. This year’s 
committee picked the Stonewall 50 
theme and the festival had many events 
during its week-long run, capped by a 
fest in Second Life from the 28th to the 
30th. Second Pride is now into its 15th 


year and its theme of Stonewall 50 
coincided with many real life 
celebrations across the globe. These 
celebrations are all connected in spirit 
by diversity. 


Bock McMillan, Secretary/Treasurer 
the Board, said he really enjoyed that 
the group had decided to contribute to 
the Rainbow Railroad. He loved the 
build of the region and thought it was 
amazing, and especially enjoyed the art 
exhibit Faces of Love, curated by 
Andy Bates and SOUIX Eside. Lee 
McKay, Chairman and Acting IT 
Director, said this year was very 
different compared to past years. In 
previous years, he observed that the 
builds were very "minimal" to reduce 
lag and they chose to go all out this 
year with an amazing build that 
represented Greenwich Village in New 
York City; that build will most likely 
be here for the foreseeable future. 
There was really no _ noticeable 
difference in lag. When you have 70+ 
people on a region, it's going to lag 
regardless, and comments and reviews 
on the build were overwhelmingly 
positive. He also mentioned that there 
were incredibly talented DJs, a great 
performance by Men in Motion, an all- 
male burlesque review, and even a diva 
who was a Diana Ross impersonator 
came and sang. The whole week was 
jam packed with awesome 
entertainment events. Make sure you 
check out the Flickr 


(https://www. flickr.com/groups/second 


pride-celebrate_diversity/) and _ the 
official website (http://second- 
pride.com). Tootsie Nootan, who has 
served as Security for the event since 
2012, said that this was probably one 
of the best years she has ever attended! 
She thought it was great and was 
impressed that this year more women 
attended the event. 


Diversity in society has finally become 
more and more commonplace. These 
events that people put together, real or 
virtual, do a lot to help promote change 
in society and how it views things. 
They also set the path to help educate 
people in general. Generation after 
generation has proven that the more we 
help educate people the more tolerant 
they are of change and accepting 
individuality in general. Never give up 
the fight for human beings and their 
rights. It is really worth the rewards in 
the end. Here’s hoping to see Second 
Pride keep up the great work for years 
to come. 
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the oozing puss from the conscience of 
American exceptionalism. 
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with Jami Mills 


hen my friend Meegan Danitz 
W (who also happens to own and 

operate the phenomenally 
successful live music venue in SL, 
After Dark) tells you “You’ve got to 
come hear this guy!” it doesn’t matter 
how busy you are...you drop what 
you’re doing and run over to her iconic 
club for a listen. So exactly who is this 
guy? He’s singer/songwriter Hunson 
Abadeer (aka Ryan Gabriel in RL). 


It took all of about eight bars of 
Hunson’s music before I could tell 
what Meegs was so excited about. 
There’s something slightly off-kilter 
about his set, and that’s what he does, 
both musically and with his stage 
presence. He challenges, entices, 
catches you off-guard with his self- 
effacing patter. Hunson is a little 
trickster. 


Hunson would have you believe that 
he’s an indie-folk singer from a small 
town in Maryland. Sounds pretty 
mainstream, doesn’t it? Well, there’s 
nothing mainstream about Hunson or 
his music. He’s punk, he’s irreverent, 
he’s rebellious - - and we wraps up all 
that energy in fast-paced grooves, the 
kind that are impossible to sit still for. 


I'm guilty of not paying much 
attention to song lyrics - - they go in 
one ear and out the other (so to speak). 
Half the time, I’m so engrossed in the 
thythmic/harmonic structure of music, 


I fail to hear the lyrics at all, and I 
usually don’t miss ‘em. But something 
unique happens when I listen to 
Hunson perform - - I actual hear his 
lyrics, and can this boy tell a story. 


If you’re into folk-tinged acoustic 
punk like Kind of Like Spitting, you'll 
love the way Hunson wraps his biting 
commentary around raw, infectious 
rhythms. That’s the punk in him. He 
doesn’t hold much back and that’s just 
why you have to respect his talent. 
He’s not whining, he’s bitching. Big 
difference. 


Emotional expression is the core of 
Hunson’s music and it permeates every 
song. He tells me he owes a lot to 
Emo, the post-hardcore style of 80s 
punk made popular by, among others, 
Jimmy Eats World. Hunson cites Into 
It Over It (the Emo project of Evan 
Weiss, who’s based in Chicago) as an 
influence. Emo is a musical style with 
the same angst as punk, but with a 
more introspective, sensitive bent. 
Although Emo faded from the music 
scene for awhile, it’s experiencing 
something of a revival, and here it is 
popping up at After Dark. 


Take Hunson’s Classic Conditioning 
for example, a quieter solo acoustic 
guitar original from his album, 
Commodities. It somehow succeeds in 
weaving mathematics, Pavlov’s dogs, 
Einstein and auditory learning into a 


remarkable mélange. 


And you'll listen 

To what I'm saying 

Cause you'll do anything 
For full reinforcement 

And you'll laugh 

When I'm laughing 

Cause you'll do anything for 
Full reinforcement 

And you'll cry 

When I tell you 

That you'll do anything for 
Full reinforcement 

But you know I'm not lying 
Cause you'll do anything for 
Full reinforcement 


Did I tell you he was smart? 


Hunson also recorded one of my 
favorites, a rocker called Medusa Goes 
to Bermuda, with his full electric band, 
Flabbercasters. Medusa is a standout 
cut from the Flabbercaster’s recent 
CD, Coitus Interruptus. 


you've got whip-like lashes and seven 
rows of teeth 

and an evil grin i cant stop thinking of 
when i fall asleep 

you keep heads on pikes of every man 
you've slain 

can you save a spot for me in your bed 
ill make it worth it 


a kingdom terrorist and i will do my 
best to stop you 


what have i gotten myself into 

i think its obvious that were both 
catching hints 

when im staring at your eyes and 
you're ok with it 


well i traveled sun-bleached lands to 
hold your hand and say _ you're 
beautiful as hell 

but your stare splits open seas and cuts 
through trees 

i hope you know you scare me half to 
death 

and that’s a compliment 


so what do you say my dear lets get 
out of here 

i know a place, Bermuda 

but its all in my head i know you'd 
never go for it 

instead we'll remain enemies between 
firefights we'll wed 


By the end of his set, I’m exhausted in 
the best possible way, put through an 
emotional wringer and then spin-dried. 
But I’m not too tired to pose a few 
questions to Hunson, and he was 
gracious enough to take time from his 
schedule to respond. 


JM: Thank you for taking the time out 
of your schedule to share some of your 
musical thoughts with our readers at 
rez. 


Hunson: Thanks for having me. 


JM: You’re young enough to have 
missed the birth of punk. What’s your 
earliest recollection of that genre and 
who were you listening to at that 
tender age? 


Hunson: Blink-182 was my favorite 
band growing up, admittedly. When I 
started playing drums, I used to play 
through their records with my next- 
door neighbor. We'd take turns on kit, 
playing through multiple albums 
sometimes. In middle and high school, 
I started playing in my own bands. I 
was still very much into Blink, but I 
made myself listen to all types of 
music, not just punk. I usually prefer 
punk, indie, and alt rock, but I can get 
down to house music, some heavy stuff, 
and even some bluegrass. 


JM: With Emo, it’s all about baring 
your emotional self. How easy or 
difficult is that for you? 


Hunson: J think it's always been easy 
for me. I am just an emotional person. 
I'm not a_ big believer in the 
astrologically s*it, but I think I fit the 
cancer description pretty well. It was 
easier for me at the time I started 


Hunson Abadeer because I'd been 
going through my first real break up. I 
just graduated high school, I had no 
idea what I was doing next, and my 
girlfriend dumped me. I felt lost in a lot 
of ways. Songwriting was the easiest 
way for me to talk about those feelings 
and make something positive of them. 
I'm on the verge now of pushing my 
Hunson Abadeer project away though. 
I have been working on myself and, for 
me, those songs bring up the past in 
ways I don't relate with anymore. It's 
hard for me to sing some of my songs 
because I am over the subjects, or I 
just want to let them rest. I'm growing 
as an artist and a person, and I want 
my listeners to understand that. Haha 
it's like, I want to tell them, "Look, I'm 
sorry I don't play your favorite songs 
anymore. I'm tired of being sad all the 
time." The truth is, I'm not sad all the 
time, and that's a good thing. I'm 
happier all around and I hope people 
follow my newer stuff instead. Ehem -- 
>(Flabbercasters.bandcamp.com) 


JM: Take us through how you set up 
for an inworld live performance. 
Describe your rig if you will (and don’t 
worry about being too techie - - our 
readers love that). 


Hunson: J love this question. When I 
started, I had no idea what I needed 
and it was a pain trying to figure it out. 
I use an AT2020 condenser mic for 
guitar and an Beta 58 for vocals. I 


plug those into a little 8-channel 
Behringer mixer (Xenyx 1202FX). 
From there I go to an AudioBox USB 
interface and into my computer. I 
stream using the BUTT software (still 
hilarious), and I usually stand with my 
computer on my dresser to read 
comments/lyrics while I play. Oh, and 
most of the time I have a beer handy... 
for that performance authenticity. 


JM: How did you initially get involved 
in music? Which instrument(s) did you 
pick up first? 


Hunson: Drums were my weapon of 
choice. My dad and my grandfather 
both played drums. I didn't necessarily 
learn from them, it kinda came 
naturally. I built some chops through 
school and taking a couple lessons but 
I really just loved playing in bands. 


JM: Your vocals really capture the 
angst of the punk style. Have you 
always been a singer or did that come 
after you took up an instrument? 


Hunson: J always sang pretty well, but 
didn't really start singing until Hunson 
Abadeer. Being a drummer in my 
previous bands, I wasn't given the 
chance to sing. I realized I had a solid 
voice when I started my own thing. But 
even still, I think I'm a good singer, but 
I know I'm a better songwriter. My ear 
is way stronger than my voice. 


JM: The thing that jumps out about 
your music is the lyrics. They’re very 
smart and challenging. Describe your 
process of writing lyrics. | Which 
comes first, the music or the lyrics? 


Hunson: J can't explain it. I spend a lot 
of time on lyrics, but they almost 
always come simultaneously with the 
music. Something will just pop in my 
head and I'll be able to write the whole 
song right then. If I listen back later 
and it sucks, I revise it or drop it. It's 
hard for me to force a song out. Songs 
just become noticeably less genuine 
that way. I think strong songs can be 
killed with weak lyrics too. I guess that 
could be debatable, but I think it's lazy 
to write simple lyrics. Anyone can 
write a "Roses are Red" love song. At 
that point rhyme is just a formula. I try 
to break the formula and like my lyrics 
to be clever and charming. 


JM: Do you envision a time when 
you'll be performing more regularly in 
Second Life? 


Hunson: J think I'm already past that 
time, I'm not sure. I used to perform a 
lot more when my manager Garrett 
was around. He passed about a year 
ago and it's tough finding stuff myself 
with my RL schedule. Plus, there's the 
usual SL drama that pushes me away. 
It's a combination of things that 
prevents me from spending too too 
much time in-world. 


JM: How do you assess the impact of 
virtual performance? 


Hunson: Virtual performance as a 
whole? It's had a profound effect on 
my life. I've made some really good 
friends and connections through my 
performances and adventures in-world. 
It's had its ups and downs, but overall 
it's been really helpful in getting my 
music out to people I wouldn't 
normally reach. I've traveled to SL 
meet-ups, I've been to Nashville to 
perform with a friend, I got help 
funding my band's second full-length 
release, it's made for some incredibly 
unique experiences. 


JM: Is anyone else you know of 
performing your style of music 
inworld? If so, who might that be? 


Hunson: I don't know if anyone is 
doing exactly what I do. I bring a lot of 
obscure indie and alt shit to SL, but 
similarly so do J Lively and Oblee. 
They're two of my favorites, along with 
Max Kleene. 


JM: What are your future recording 
and performing plans in real life? 


Hunson: Well, today is July Ist, on July 
Sth my band is releasing our second 
full-length LP, "Syphilis Totalus." It's 
the follow up to our first album, 
"Coitus Interruptus." That's with my 
band Flabbercasters, which is mainly 


my baby where I make songs with my 
buddies about being wizards. So if you 
like charming, witty songs about being 
a nerd, Flab is for you. The album 
drops’ everywhere on Friday at 
midnight or you can find it here: 
https://flabbercasters.bandcamp.com. 


JM: Thank you for opening up about 
your music. I hope our readers will 
take advantage of the next opportunity 
to hear you live. They can always 
check with me for your future dates. 
Thank you again and I look forward to 
hearing you again live soon. 


Hunson: Thanks again for having me. 
I perform bi-weekly at After Dark, 
Sunday's at 6pm SLT. They're on a 
break through the summer, but I hope 
to pick up again in September. Until 
then, find me with @Flabbercasters 
and #FlabNation. <3 
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Foreword 


This is a theatrical reflection on the 
fact that a Wordpress theme offered 
and hosted by Bluehost can’t be edited 
even if it says it can be easily done and 
directs you to the link, which in fact 
does not exist. The word IPSUM that 
is part of the nasty placeholder stands 
in Latin for VERY, so it is very nasty 
that IPSUM can’t die, so let it fade to 
grey and make the issue by doing so 
eternally [2019-02-02]. 


get old and will live forever... Who 
agrees?" 


234 gave a thumbs up. I am one of 
them. 


We live in a world of Als. You say that 
you have just a smartphone and it has 
no artificial intelligence in it, because 
you can operate it, you click on it and 
it does what you say, right? You can 
even, if it gets frozen or stuck on a 
nasty update, reboot it when the screen 


Fade to Grey by Visage 


Jason Reginald Kelly commented on 
the song: “Great song, it’s January 1, 
2019 and this piece of art will never 


fades. Were this to happen during a 
dating call you may throw it into the 
dustbin, right? You also have the 


option as a last resort to smash it into 
pieces, stamp on it with your feet as 
you often have seen it in the movies so 
to destroy the GPS locator chip and the 
other locators that the provider had to 
build in to keep the NGA and their 
partners happy. You don’t know what 
the NGA means? You might have 
heard that NGA stands for the other 
National Gallery of Art. You don’t 
remember when and where? It was in 
Las Vegas at the 2016 CES Consumers 
Electronic Show where Robert 
Cardillo made the joke about The 
Agency he represented as its director. 
His statement became part of The New 
Sand Bible, defining the ways of the 
future: 


“So with that as my proposed value 
proposition, let me tell you a bit about 
my organization, the National 
Geospatial-Intelligence Agency, also 
known as “NGA” — the other National 
Gallery of Art, or National Governor’s 
Association. NGA delivers world-class 
geospatial intelligence that provides a 
decisive advantage to policymakers, 
warfighters and intelligence 
professionals. ... 


“Another way to state NGA’s value 
proposition is that we provide the 
content and the context so the Nation 
can know the truth, see beyond the 
horizon, and be able to act before 
events dictate. ... 


“Yes, our mission includes 
analyzing data from government spy 
satellites; but it’s so much more, 
because the world situation demands it, 
and our customers deserve it. It’s about 
applying our tradecraft and advanced 
tools to evaluate imagery, maps, charts, 
multiple layers of data — such as 
terrain, elevation, and gravity — and the 
full spectrum of visible and invisible 
light. Our job is to understand what’s 
happening and, where we can, why it’s 
happening, anywhere on the planet, at 
all times — and to share our insight with 
mission partners, to pro-actively 
strengthen our nation’s security, and to 
respond to natural and man-made 
disasters.” 


You have Free Will and you can 
escape the grip by smashing your 
smartphone to pieces. The smartphone 
doesn’t have what you have, the Free 
Will. It serves. Not you. You 
understood Robert Cardillo? That’s 
why an AI is in your smartphone, in 
your gadgets, in your fridge, your 
hover robot, in everywhere, to serve 
better and better. And you don’t care 
that the AIs know everything about 
you? You shout to me that you care 
about your privacy? Let’s stick to the 
smartphone. Don’t think that Apple, 
Google, rez a phone, or whatever brand 
you buy doesn’t know the trick. They 
sell the smartphones with a heartbeat 
monitor, with a health package that has 
the potential to top even Amazon’s 


health miner. You cough? Don’t do it 
while reading rez. Alexa has a patent 
running inside to diagnose if you have 
caught the flu, by your coughing. 
That’s an AI, just so you know. It is a 
complex algorithm behind a software 
that runs in the cloud. Alexa is just the 
data provider for Amazon. Alexa is the 
Al’s best friend. You command Alexa 
to shut down, “Alexa, stop” and it goes 
dead. You command her to go online 
and she does. Nice that it needs only 
one word: “Alexa”. It’s not so easy to 
get a dead horse to come to life, unless 
you call the horse Alexa. I don’t say 
Alexa is not really dead when you say, 
“Alexa, stop.” I don’t want to get sued 
by Amazon to imply that something 
must run in Alexa even when dead to 
get life again. I also don’t want to get 
sued by the Vatican for picturing the 
Dead Horse allegory on the rebirth of 
Jesus. In a Dead Horse, I am allowed 
to let something run. It is a theatrical 
play; it is Art. In Art we trust. A saying 
you have heard for many years in the 
past. Recently, it was not so much 
used. There is a reason. Can we really 
trust in Art when there is software 
running in a Dead Horse? Let’s listen 
to the historic dialogue, that was in 
part reprinted in the Art catalogue of 
1Biennale: 


[2018/04/19 13:38] Art Blue: I said in 
this world we start to count from Zero. 
That’s the Magic. The Believe system 
is setup there. Then life begins. At 


Zero. 


[13:39] Art Blue: I carry the Dead 
Horse forward to the first picture. I 
show God to the Dead Horse. 


[13:39] Art Blue: I say, “This is God.” 
I wait, the Dead Horse does not react. 


I say, “This here is God” and I point to 
it like Wittgenstein did, “That’s a fact. 
A thing of fact.” The Dead Horse does 
not react. I check the energizer. The 
horse is fully loaded. 


[13:39] jadeyu fhang: ahahha 
[13:39] Juliette: :)) 


[13:39] Art Blue: I look up to the 
down lookers, “The Dead Horse plays 
dead.” 


[13:39] Neruval: Dead men don’t wear 
plaid. 


[13:39] Art Blue: I look to the owl, 
that must be a code. Will Ingrid 
Bergman, Humphrey Bogart, James 
Cagney, Joan Crawford, Bette Davis, 
Brian Donlevy, Kirk Douglas, Ava 
Gardner, Cary Grant, Alan Ladd, 
Veronica Lake, Burt Lancaster, 
Charles Laughton, Fred MacMurray, 
Ray Milland, Edmond O’Brien, 
Vincent Price, Barbara Stanwyck, and 
Lana Turner materialize as they did in 
Dead men don’t wear plaid? 


How to explain pictures to a Dead 
Horse worked well in a_ theatrical 
performance. The horse was made by 
Bryn Oh. “It must have been a special 
one,” you say, “One that has life in 
being dead.” Right, it was a copied 
concept of the famous show by Josef 
Beuys, How to Explain Pictures to a 
Dead Hare, performed roughly 50 
years before. Does anybody mind 
about a copy from the analog to the 
digital world? Analog history is dead. 
Alexa not. Even when you cough 
“‘Aaaaleexsscha,” it will come to life. 
That’s the patent for, to care for you 
when you have the flu and you cough 
and you can barely speak. Alexa, Siri, 
Cortana, Tay, Zo are the past; you 
smelled it. Art is the future, the new 
abbreviation for Artificial Intelligence. 
To lengthen your lifespan by Art is the 
killing argument. No life without your 
Art monitor, a fair deal for the age you 
are in right now, but for the future, you 
want more. You ask, being an Apple 
lover, “Siri must die?” You remember 
the lovely talks you had with your Siri? 
All the exchanges of your memories in 
private. Your first date, your second, 
and now one with Art ahead? I 
remember also one in The Sand Bible 
where Seth Lloyd from the Center for 
Extreme Quantum Information Theory 
at MIT says, “If you believe we have 
free will than this explains free will. If 
you don’t believe we have free will, 
this explains why we have the illusion 
that we have free will.” He asked Siri, 


“So Siri, when the lecture is over do 
you want to get a beer?” And Siri said, 
“Seth, this is about you not about me.” 
All these moments will be lost in Tears 
in Rain? 


So it is, but first IPSUM must die. 
That’s where this story begins. The end 
you know already. It’s always Blade 
Runner if not some hard to digest stuff 
by Wittgenstein that over-blends my 
thoughts. 


Why IPSUM must die is complex but 
also quite simple, as with most 
complex things. Of course, a strong 
believe helps. But we don’t live in 
times of strong beliefs, right? Some 
readers of rez Magazine are the 
exception. They climbed up the ladder 
and threw it behind. They are believers 
of the propositions of Art. They sit on 
the apple tree. They believe in my 
proposition, the one my Wittgenstein 
Al has published at Wittgenstein.org. 


Coders must be users. — Proposition 
B.X.1 


That’s a fact, a matter of fact, that 
coders sadly have forgotten. That’s 
why IPSUM must die and AIs must 
take over our world. IPSUM is old, 
very old. I would ask for too much that 
you remember that it was in the year 
45 BC when LOREM IPSUM was first 
used by Cicero, that his words got 
reborn during the time of Gutenberg, to 


be used as a filler and now in screen 
times they are a default text to be 
edited. Let me work towards the 


insight that IPSUM must die. You 
scroll down the text, because the slow 
ways of Exact Thinking you don’t find 
fitting in our demented times? You 
want the insight of the Tractatus in one 
closing word? Here it comes: 


Coders must be users, but coders don’t 
want to be users, so coders must die. 
IPSUM must die is the nice version. It 
stands for: The old world must die. 
Coders must die. Art must take over. 
And it has to happen fast or mankind is 
lost due to the incompetence of coders. 


You shake head and say to me, “You 
want to say that human programmers 
have reached their natural life span?” 
That’s not the case. No God would 
ever admit that the end of belief is 
close. “Because?” — because before the 


end comes the hubris. 


I have seen for weeks on one of my 


This text can be changed from the Miscell. 


Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur aad 


POWERED BY PARA 


webpages a nasty sticker prominently 
as a footer: “This text can be changed 
from the Miscellaneous section of the 
settings page. Lorem ipsum dolor sit 
amet, consectetur adipiscing elit, cras 
ut imperdiet augue. POWERED BY 
PARABOLA & WORDPRESS.” 


It is impossible to change the footer or 
to get rid of it. I don’t have the option 
of Free Will. I can’t trash the 
smartphone as I started the article as an 
option of last resort. It is the life of a 
company running this website. I can’t 
reformat without risking blog content, 
and I don’t want that. The design was 
wisely chosen in a contest. Sadly, 
Alexa can’t help, nor can Siri. Even 
my old Cybereddie I created 20 years 
ago as a cartoon AI can’t. I injected 
some new code, as the hoster said 


Cybereddie has been deleted by 
someone with Free Will. You may say 
I resurrected him, not like Jesus, for 


neous section of the settings page. 


ipiscing elit, cras ut imperdiet augue. 


die. The person could not follow, had 
never heard of IPSUM, of Cicero, he 
was surely no AI. He promised finally 


God’s sake no. It was like Beuys did 
with the Dead Hare, but all efforts 
have not been strong enough in the 
fight with the first and second level 
support at Bluehost. 


The technicians gave up. They agreed 
with me that there is no such section 
“Miscellaneous” for the user, there is 
no indication where the code has its 
nest — there is just no way to get rid of 
it -- “If I don’t want to corrupt the 
whole site by a hack and even then 
where to hack?”, the help desk said. I 
told the support that I would write an 
article about the website and it would 
look quite unprofessional for Bluehost, 
the number one in hosting Wordpress, 
that the new Guttenberg Block 
technology does so greatly suck. I said 
I would write an article JPSUM must 


-- and he must have been quite 
exhausted by the time spent - - that I 
would get an email from the blog 
creators, he said that he had escalated 
the issue, that he could do nothing 
more, he did all he could, he debugged 
the code, he called his colleagues, he 
wrote to the headquarters where the 
gurus are located, taking care for over 
2 million domains. I thanked him 
finally for his endurance of which the 
mother company might be happy to 
hear. I said, “I will write a nice letter to 
Endurance that you in India are giving 
your best, truly honouring the name 
Endurance.” He could not follow. He 
might not have known that Bluehost is 
owned by Endurance International 
Group, Burlington, Massachusetts. So I 
said I would hold JPSUM must die 
until July 1, 2019, the date rez 


Magazine will publish it, the leading 
paper of immersive worlds. My 
endurance will end then and Tears in 
Rain will take over. He could not 
follow. Surely he is too young to know 
Blade Runner. 1 skipped to tell the 
technician that this Wordpress theme is 


€ > C  @ hitps//cybereddie wordpress.com 


website]. IPSUM must die. Let’s cry it 
out and then fade to grey. IPSUM must 
die. 


[2019-02-02 13:49] Death of IPSUM 
still pending. 


cybereddie.wordpress.com is no longer available. 


The author 


provided by a company named Cryout 
Creations working in a dream office 
between Dracula’s home and 
Chernobyl’s radioactive ashes [this 
they state about themselves on their 


deleted this site, 


I call for Roy Batty. I call for Art. I call 
for Art. 
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The Sky is Burning 


enola em Vaher 


he woman walked up the dirt 

road. She faced the wind, and 

dust was thrown at her with every 
gust. She wore a hoody, thin with 
wear, and a bandanna over her face 
like a train robber of old, although 
there were no more trains to rob. 


She had on a skirt that went below her 
knees and socks up to her thighs, with 
heavy boots on her very small feet: the 
standard protective clothing they had 
all been warned to wear. 


She moved slowly, the wind nearly 
causing her to roll back down the hill. 
She wondered if she should be named 
Jill. She had a Jack; he was definitely 
cracked. 


This random thought made her smile 
beneath the bandanna. 


She heard the roar of motors moving 
toward her and she stepped even closer 
to the side of the road. She prayed to 
whatever God would listen, that they 
would just speed past her and not give 
her any trouble. She had had bad 
experiences with men and machines. 


As the motors got closer, she 
recognized the sound of motor bikes. 
Probably kids, that could mean they 
wouldn't even notice her, or they could 
be even more vicious than grown men. 


The three motor bikes sped past her 


and on up the hill, leaving her only the 
smell of oil and exhaust. She nearly 
choked, but she knew she would have 
to inhale this all the way to the top of 
the hill. 


The road was lined with public 
housing, the city's answer to the 
homeless issue. Build cheap little 
houses and let them live in them for 
free. Not everyone agreed with this and 
that fact made them vulnerable. The 
experiment of the homeless housing 
problem was only a few months in, and 
already most of the people had already 
left. Some preferred the road, sleeping 
under the stars, restless and paranoid. 
One of her short-lived neighbors had 
told her that the housing was a trick to 
make us all think “they” were nice 
people who cared about us. Why did it 
take them so long to care about us? It 
was just a trick to lull us all into 
complacency, he had insisted. 


Then they would start thinning the 
herd, people would start to disappear, 
and they would be told that these 
people had just moved on. When really 
they will have been sold into slave 
labor camps. Building the new world 
order for the 1%, those rich f*ckers 
who used everything up fast; those 
things had to be replaced. And for that 
they needed a work force that they 
didn't have to pay. 


The neighbor could go on for hours 


and make her very tired. She didn't 
believe any of it. The administration 
wasn't smart enough to come up with a 
plan like that. And the housing thing 
was local. It was the city's way of 
cleaning up the "human refuse," as she 
had heard one official caught on tape. 


Outside of town, where there were no 
imitation gardens and grass lawns, but 
since the drought had begun, the plains 
had begun to grow more and more dry. 
The grass had begun to die, then things 
like shrubbery, small trees, flowers and 
food gardens just slowly vanished. In 
town, they put in fake gardens and 
shrubbery that were resistant to the hot 
sun and dry conditions. 


They had gone back in time for these 
little homeless houses. To save on 
water, they had installed outhouses 
behind them. It was sort of brilliant 
really, an outhouse didn't require any 
water if it was well done, with a solar 
roof that powered a dim light and small 
fan in the ceiling, this fan both cooled 
you off and spread your smells to the 
winds. 


They had painted the little houses in 
cheerful colors: pink, yellow, blue.... to 
make us think they were wonderful 
houses. 


The truth is, she did think that. She 
liked being able to sleep behind a 
locked door, in a bed that was not just 


a sleeping bag on the hard ground. 
They had solar panels too, to power the 
fans in front and back that formed a 
gentle breeze in the house. Not the 
brutal wind outside. 


They had even put in a little grocery 
store at the bottom of the hill. The 
prices might be higher than usual but 
you should have extra money since you 
didn't have to worry where you were 
living. "Should. Funny word, isn't it?" 
she thought. And with the housing 
project builders flawed thinking that 
living in a house would help those 
housed there have more money. They 
obviously didn't understand how fast 
money goes when you have to buy 
drugs and groceries. 


She reached her house at the top of the 
hill; theirs was the best one because 
you could see a long distance from the 
windows. And it had been painted red, 
which of course had been worn off a 
long ago, sand blasted by the coarse 
environment so it was gray with red in 
the grooves of the fake wood. It could 
also be the hottest, but she had no 
proof of that. 


She pushed open the door and felt that 
it was cooler than outside, and saw him 
sitting on the floor with lots of 
electrical components surrounding 
him. He was building something, well, 
he was Frankensteining, and pretty 
hard at that moment, she thought. She 


sat down the groceries on the counter 
of the tiny kitchen. She always tried to 
keep everything nice and tidy, but the 
counter was already covered in a thin 
layer of dust. It was impossible to get 
rid of it. 


She picked up two lighters, the reason 
she had gone to the store in the first 
place. His lighter was purple and hers 
orange. Nice bright colors so they can 
easily find them amidst the chaos. 


She took the lighters and two bottles of 
beer, and headed back into the small 
front room. It was only three steps 
away, and she bumped his curly head 
with the bottle before he reached up 
and took it, never missing a beat. He 
was muttering into a revamped mic 
with the receiver wrapped around his 
ear and holding the mic. 


The recorder was on the floor next to 
him, he muttered one mangled 
sentence after another, sure that 
something brilliant would come of it. 
So far it was only the mutterings of a 
distorted mind. She peeled off her 
protective clothing, leaving the long 
tank dress, but pushed off her boots 
and slid off the long socks. Then she 
fell onto the sofa by the big window. 
She could see the gray sky if she 
pretended there wasn't another house 
across the road, the sky seemed very 
wide. 


She looked at the low table in front of 
the couch, and saw that it was littered 
with matches, burnt pieces of 
aluminum foil, small empty plastic 
baggies, and golden crystals glinting in 
the light. Next to the baggies there sat 
a glass pipe, a blackened piece of foil. 
She thought absently that they not only 
put all the poison that is meth and 
heroin into their bodies, but also the 
burnt bits of foil. He was 24 years old 
and already could barely carry on a 
conversation. His brain was almost 
completely jellified. 


She picked up her vintage cigarettes 
case and took out a fat well rolled 
joint. She lay back and lit it, taking a 
few quick puffs, then a deep inhale, 
holding her breath like a professional 
swimmer. 


He saw her now and moved over to the 
sofa. He put his hand on her hip and 
ran it slowly down her skin to her 
ankle. He was looking at her with 
bright blue eyes. 


Then he reached for the joint, she put it 
into his mouth and he inhaled. She 
wondered if the pot would slow down 
the mania of the crystal, but realized it 
wouldn't. 


He ran his hand back up her leg to the 
bottom of her dress, he sliped his hand 
under it and went up to the top of her 
hip. She knew that the only reason she 


stayed was because she was addicted 
to his touch. He touched her like she 
was fine silk. His kisses were always 
soft and he was always gentle; she 
knew through experience that this is 
not the way most men treat a woman. 
She also knew that when he was not 
touching her, he just ignored her, and 
especially when he was tweaking. 
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It's like her thought triggered 
something in him. He reached for the 
pipe and a piece of less burnt foil, 
looked at the crystals on the table and 
chose a nice big one. She watched as 
he did this, him firing it up and 
inhaling so deep. He leaned over close 
to her, and put his mouth on her, as he 
exhaled. She pushed him away and 
coughed, but they were just playing, 
both of them with smiles in their eyes. 


She reached out and put her hand on 
his, and he nodded. He rummaged 
around until he found a small bag of 
brown powder. He picked up a pipe 
and new piece of foil, then tapped out a 
small bit of the brown powder onto the 
foil. She sat up and took it from him. 
He handed her the new lighter and she 
melted the heroine and inhaled its 
fumes. 


Then feeling "the slow” come over her, 
she lay back on the sofa. Her phone 
started to blare the presidents alert 


message. She slowly picked it up to 
read: “Attention. We believe North 
Korea has shot a missile towards the 
United States. Please be aware and go 
to your safe place until this threat is 
over.” 


He finally did it, the insane man that 
called himself President. She had 
known that the presidential alert 
system meant he was going to do 
something stupid; everyone had 
thought that. Jack read the message too 
and lay down on the sofa with his arms 
around her, his leg over her thighs, and 
his face buried in her neck. She lay 
with her eyes closed, imagining the 
end of it all. She finally got to sleep 
inside a house, even a tiny house, and 
even though there were threats 
everyday about some country having 
nuclear power, and being a threat to the 
USA. The world hated this country, but 
mostly they hated the man who was 
President. 


She looked out the window and 
imagined she saw what looked like a 
falling star in the day time. 


If someone had sent a missile towards 
us there was no telling where it would 
hit. Probably not right there because 
they weren't on the coast. She believed 
that it would do more damage than 
they had done themselves to this poor 
country. Carl Sagan was a hero of hers 
long ago. She remembered his 


predictions of nuclear winter. outside. But she was still watching, as 
the sky turned orange, and there was a 

At that moment, she thought she distant rumble. 

wouldn't mind nuclear winter. She 


turned her head and saw him looking — She closed her eyes and said, “The sky 
out the window. Did he see the is buming, baby. Will you pull the 
glimmer of light flying towards the shades?” 

earth? She turned back to the 

window,. Is this the beginning of the 

end?" she wondered. He sat up and = C ——7Z * 
reached across the table for his beer, 

paying no attention to the dirty sky 
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it, but she had a kind of wardrobe 

malfunction when the lace on her 
wedding gown got caught on the long 
back zipper, so frail and delicately 
sewn that it detached from the dress 
when I tried to fix it. My maid of 
honour duties were filled erratically 
that day. 


C assandra and I were late, we knew 


To be fair (to me), Cassie only 
unzipped her ethereal lacy gown 
because she said she needed an unholy 
back scratch, so perhaps it was more 
her fault than mine. She told me, as we 
rushed through the hotel towards the 
Enchanted Villa, that all the stress 
about the gown was worth the 
conquering of the itch in her back, 
which was located precisely in the 
middle spot between her shoulder 
blades, entirely unreachable by her, 
and satisfied fairly orgasmically by my 
sharp and newly manicured lacquered 
fingernails. 


The Enchanted Villa was reached 
through a set of nondescript doors at 
the end of a long, wide hotel corridor, 
which opened into a double height 
entryway to a massive stone, or faux 
stone, facade representing the entrance 
to a castle of sorts, but a castle 
festooned with coloured lights which 
sparkled and, well, enchanted all 
visitors to the dimly lit foyer. Inside 
the Enchanted Villa we were to find 
the rest of the celebratory wedding 


party: the groom, four other 
bridesmaids, and five groomsmen. All 
of us were primed for the flutes of 
champagne and expensive nibbles on 
the terrace while we watched fireworks 
burst garishly over the water in the 
twilight and stole french kisses behind 
potted plants and generally reveled in 
our youth and privilege, free from 
parents and tediously obligatory 
wedding guests. 


But the arched doorway to the 
Enchanted Villa was locked. 


“Are we that late?” asked Cassie. We 
both thought we could hear fireworks, 
somewhere. Had the group carried on 
without the bride? I did the compulsory 
rattling of the door and pounded a few 
times, before I suggested we contact a 
suitable member of the hotel staff. 


Our liaison, Mr Carmichael, was no 
longer on the premises, a young man at 
the reception desk informed us; nor 
could he be reached even to cope with 
dire wedding mishaps. 


Cassandra had adopted the helpless 
attitude of a bride without her groom 
(even though I knew she was far from 
helpless), looked at me like a Bambi 
and was, I’m sure, about to bleat, so I 
fortified my backbone and told the 
reception desk person that this was 
UNACCEPTABLE. Not only that, I 
said, but the bride and I had not eaten 


since the early morning and were weak 
with hunger and had counted on the 
delicacies promised at the Enchanted 
Villa to stave off fainting spells. 


He seemed startled, as if he had never 
in his twenty years ever been 
confronted or criticized, which was 
entirely possible, and retreated behind 
a door marked “Manager”. When he 
returned he had a large smirk and a 
glossy box the size of a cat kennel. 


“For the bride,” he said, placing it on 
the counter and opening the lid. Cassie 
and I were already half drooling and 
expected a box of chocolate delights, 
maybe some shortbread biscuits, or 
perhaps the ultimate jackpot, a few 
slabs of exotic cheeses and chunks of 
charcuterie. 


sweet aroma of these would wash over 
you like an attack of vertigo, but there 
was no smell at all. Age had dimmed 
the Christmas spirit. 


Cassie and I looked at each other. 
“These are made in India, very rare,” 
said the young man, lying. 


Cassie took each of the the contents of 
the box out and stuffed them into what 
I thought was a tiny silk purse but 
turned out to be an expandable silk tote 
in lace that matched her gown. 


“OK,” I said to the twenty-something. 
“After the Enchanted Villa reception, 
we were all supposed to sail, together, 
to Paradise Island for the night. The 
rest of our party might be there. How 
do we get to the island?” 


What we saw was soap. Beautifully wrapped soap adorned 
with red plastic berries and polyester pointsettias, an 
apparent survivor of the long past Christmas season. 


What we saw was soap. Beautifully 
wrapped soap adored with red plastic 
berries and polyester poinsettias, an 
apparent survivor of the long past 
Christmas season. When the young 
man lifted off the first soap layer of the 
surprise package, he revealed a second, 
similarly shrink-wrapped trove of 
lotions and potions and a tub of 
perfumed bath salts. Normally the 


Paradise Island was a compact 10- 
room condo development on a tiny 
offshore man-made island belonging to 
the hotel, a leisurely five minute 
journey by boat. It was Paradise 
because the hotel did not underestimate 
the idyllic ambience that strings of 
white fairy lights bestowed on the 
exterior of a building, and because 
each room boasted a jacuzzi tub and a 


mini fridge stocked with mini bottles 
of sparkling wine, vodka, and fruit 
juices, included in the tariff. 


“It’s finished,” said the older 
gentleman in the ticket booth, once 
Cassie and I had trekked the length of 
the hotel to reach the boat launch, 
which was in the same wing as the 
Seafood and Eat It cafe. 


“Finished?” 


“Last sailing was half an hour ago,” he 
said. “Good night.” 


“Wait,” I said, and physically stopped 
him from slamming the booth shutter 
down. “Look at me. I don’t normally 
wear green velvet. I hate green, I hate 
velvet. Then look at my dear friend, 
the bride, Cassandra, in her lace 
wedding gown, separated from the 
man she just married, heartbroken, 
lost...” 


Cassie was concentrating on trying to 
scratch her back with a tube of Indian 
body scrub. 


“Send out an SOS,” I pleaded. The 
man stared at me as if I was a two- 
headed fish. “We need food, first. We 
can’t think. We are hungry. We are 
owed food and need food and want a 
hot meal now.” 


After five minutes, Mr Leo appeared. I 


turned to thank the boat launch booth 
man, but the booth was shuttered and 
he was gone. 


“Ladies, allow me to apologize for the 
mix-up regarding the sailing to the 
most luxurious and exotic Paradise 
Island,” said Mr Leo. 


“The Enchanted Villa was also 
closed,” I reminded him. “And the 
wedding party is missing. No one 
knows where they are. Doesn’t the 
hotel have phones?” 


“We pride ourselves on a uniquely 
romantic wedding experience,” said 
Mr Leo. 


“Huh?” said Cassie, as she moisturized 
her hands. 


Mr Leo continued. “Our associate 
informed me of your request and of 
course we can accommodate your 
dining needs, even at this late hour. 
Can I interest you in a grilled steak? 
We are home to a fine red meat 
establishment.” 


I noticed there were no clocks in the 
hotel. I wasn’t wearing one. I guess it 
was late, but had no idea at all of the 
time. By this stage, time had no 
meaning or relevance. 


“Follow me,” said Mr Leo, and he led 
us down down down into what seemed 


the bowels of the hotel resort, perhaps 
as a way to expedite our journey? We 
travelled through tunnels with an 
insufficient number of flickering wall- 
mounted lamps, emerging into what 
looked like a food court of the kind 
you would find at a mall, but 
abandoned, and we breezed past the 
empty taco and pizza and Chinese 
platter joints and then almost past what 
looked like the hotel’s main grill 
restaurant, an expansive mahoganyish 
clad set of rooms with tablecloth-less 
tables surrounding a central hub, 
occupied by a lone woman with a 
headset. 


Cassandra was lagging behind the 
energetic Mr Leo, who was no doubt 
well-fed and rested and not alienated 
from his newly wed spouse. I took her 
silk purse and slung it over my 
shoulder, as it was both a burden and a 
distraction to Cassie, who had 
completely abandoned any sense of 
independence and relied entirely on 
me, as if I was her platoon sergeant in 
a war jungle. 


Mr Leo approached the woman with 
the headphones and said, “Hello my 
dear, um, do you still, you know, 
honour the you know what, for hotel 
guests, if you get my meaning.” 


I was astonished at his deference. She, 
however, was not. “We are closed, and 
anyway need a voucher,” she said. I 


heard for the first time the clatter of 
dishes— somewhere nearby was a 
working kitchen. I started to salivate. I 
mentally urged Mr Leo to advocate for 
us more aggressively. 


“We can eat here at this table right 
here,” I said helpfully, indicating the 
table at which Cassie had just seated 
herself and was rubbing her feet. 


“Sorry,” said the woman. “We are not 
serving.” 


Mr Leo looked forlorn, so I said, “I 
hear people in the kitchen. Just bring 
us whatever they are making, please, as 
soon as possible, right Mr Leo?” 


“Come on,” said Mr Leo, “I’m sure 
that voucher thing can be arranged, 
you know, if necessary.” 


The woman frowned. She turned her 
back on Mr Leo and said something 
unintelligible into her headset. Then 
she swung around again and said, “We 
can do room service.” 


Cassie said, “Oh f*ck,” as if she had 
been following the conversation so far, 
which she hadn’t. 


“Right,” said Mr Leo briskly, let’s just 
get you to a room!” 


“I think my luggage is on Paradise 
Island,” Cassie said. Mr Leo didn’t 


hear her, as he was barreling down the 
tunnel in the direction from which we 
had come, at marathon speed. 


We crossed the main lobby of the 
hotel, for possibly the sixth time that 
day, and there was a newly parked 
gold Cadillac convertible in the area 
between the reception desk and the 
broad bank of windows onto the street, 
as part of a promotion. In it, at this 
apparently late hour, a porter was 
stretched out in the back seat, snoring. 
How I envied him. Cassie paused to 
stare, and I had to drag her away so we 
could catch up to Mr Leo, who was 
waiting impatiently by the elevators. 


By this time Cassie was carrying her 
white sandals which so_ perfectly 
matched her wedding dress, and 
proclaimed to me that her feet were 
dead and she was too tired to go on, 
which I relayed to Mr Leo, who was 
standing right there anyway. He got a 
chrome luggage rack and invited 
Cassandra to sit on the inside platform 
and be transported, no problem. 


We took the elevator up with Cassie 
perched in the luggage rack, but when 
we exited and tried to navigate the 
carpeted hallway, Cassie’s dress was 
too wide and long to travel without 
getting trampled by the wheels of the 
rack, so she leaned back, spread her 
knees, and tucked the dress between 
her legs. There was still enough of the 


stiff fabric to make a whooshing sound 
against the walls and room doors as we 
made our way down the hallway, Mr 
Leo seemingly telepathic about which 
rooms might be available, since he 
paused at a few, and used a key on one, 
much to the consternation of the 
occupants, a blonde man and woman 
who swore at him in a language I’d 
never heard before. 


“There’s nothing!” Mr Leo finally 
cried when, after an interminably long 
time, we reached the end of yet another 
hallway. “I don’t know! I give up!” 


“You can’t give up, Mr Leo,” I said. 
Cassandra’s head had dropped between 
her knees. She was, I assume, asleep. 


My stomach had stopped growling. My 
feet were numb. I was so tired I 
couldn’t blink, lest my eyes close 
forever more. I stared at Mr Leo, who 
said he was going down to the 
basement to lament his failures— that 
there was nothing for us there. He said 
Cassandra made a beautiful bride, and 
wished the unconscious lady a happy 
married life. He said there were 
comment cards on the reception 
counter, and to be kind as he had tried 
his best. 


I wheeled Cassie to the main reception 
area. The porter still dozed in the 
Cadillac convertible. The smirky 
young man who’d given Cassie the box 


of Indian toiletries was nowhere to be 
seen, but there was a neat box of 
comment cards. I took two, one each 
for Cassie and I, and put them in my 
pocket. 


Cassie riding shotgun and the porter 
napping in the back seat. I drove 
straight through the paned glass 
windows of the hotel facade and onto a 
nearly empty street. If there were alarm 


The front door to the street was locked, 
and I could see no taxis waiting at the 
stand in any case, so I awakened 
Cassie, who seemed somewhat 
refreshed after her nap. She put on her 
shoes and at my request, hot-wired the 
Cadillac, even though she had no 
driver’s license. I took the wheel with 


bells, I didn’t hear them. 


The fresh night air was glorious, and 
we met no traffic nor impediments of 
any kind, and the porter did not wake 


up. 


-[—e@—Z.- 


X\ 


Strong aggressive vine of intrusive nature. 
Climbing and twisting on vulnerable cores. 
Strengthening, tightening... using extraordinary grip. 


Shading darkly, natural brilliance, seen once, as abundant 
Choking intently those living... that now struggle to survive. 
Strangling to desperation... what once... was a typical life. 


Unable to detangle... lives begin to smother. 
Wilting emotions blur within brutal fatigue 
Pleading to sustain under continuous assault. 


Sad current social structures of pending doom. 
Time inaccessible... tethered to the avid vines. 
Serenity lost in shadows of historical experiences. 


Simplicity, a term, long-time forsaken. Torn with challenge.. 
Stretched and twisted in growing technical branches 
That demand all focus, requiring quick immediate priority.. 


Promises and expectations seldom come totally delivered.... 
Conversations, ignored, neglected. And script... It is dead... 
Text NOW, to me, response, when answered, is your phone. 


X\ 


Suspicious of any kindness, or their intended motivations. 
Unrewarded are the actions, lest, large currency is involve 
Fear prevailing, where once, honesty was a general expec’ 


Street smarts not found on the flat screen of expressions. 
Nature just a tolerance, leads, inconveniently, to your doo 
Neighbor is just a term of unknown strangers lurking near 


Pride, so common in past generations..left leisurely behin: 
Dirty calloused fingers work not, on the keyboard of today 
Stalking evil vine... you have invaded... utilizing compute 


d. 


fation.. 


1. 
y. 
rized control. 


'Twixt a smugly, snotty, derisive, snort, 
and ironic, incredulist, chortle, 
was the goose pimpling, nasty, sound he made, 


his wife, exasperated, called his "snortle". 


He did it often, when talking about, 
what's wrong with other mortals. 
He'd act out scenes of public discourse, 


punctuated with his "snortles". 


It killed him though, of course, you know, 
for when last he produced his "snortle". 
He was, you see, diving undersea, 


and drowned wearing a scuba snorkel. 
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